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N this version of the Robin Hood tradition I have endeavored

to group the various incidents in logical progression, and to
connect them as intimately as possible with the customs and
manners of the age in which it is supposed he lived—the latter
part of the twelfth century. Moreover, I have made character-
portraits of all the principals in the legend, paying particular
attention to historical accuracy in the matter of dress, arms, and
other accessories. It is a singular circumstance that the name
of an outlawed individual of the twelfth century should remain
as well known as that of Richard the Lion-hearted or the Black
Prince; that the echoes of his personality should be preserved
in household ballad and fireside tale; that his words and deeds
continue to be a familiar part of the Anglo-Saxon heritage—
all this is pretty conclusive proof that Robin Hood was an actual
living personage. There is nothing mythical about the achieve-
ments of the renowned outlaw; and though medieval English
historians never mentioned this notable man, it was probably
his avowed enmity to churchmen that caused the monks to refrain
from rendering homage to his virtues. History, in former times,
was written by none but monks.

It is remarkable that one of the best stories of Robin Hood
was written and illustrated by an American artist who had never
set foot on English soil. In this latter respect I am more for-
tunate, having been born in the same country as Robin Hood
and having passed much of my early life in roaming about what
still remains of Sherwood and Needwood forests. I have en-
deavored to retain the quaint, simple, yet direct style of the
ballads, which are surprisingly unaffected and natural in their
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AUTHOR’S PREFACE

appeal to the youthful mind. These ballads supply the material
for all but three of the twenty-five chapters, and the titles are
printed on the contents-page. The first three chapters are
original matter, because no ballad describes and history is silent
concerning the childhood and youth of Robin Hood. Most of
the earlier versions begin with Robin at his meeting with Little
John, when he was a full-fledged outlaw of middle age. Some
of the ballads are very ancient—one, in particular, was printed
in black letter by Wynken de Worde about 1489, and is now
preserved in the public library at Cambridge. Others are of
later date, belonging to the time of Henry the Eighth, and none
are later than the period of Charles the Second.

The map of Royal hunting forests is intended to show only
those places which are connected with Robin Hood’s life, omitting
the New Forest and other local stretches of woodland lying in the
south of England. It is stated that England at this period was so
covered with woods that a squirrel could hop from tree to tree
across the entire country. The great Watling Street and Ermine
Street roads, built by the Romans eight hundred years before, were
still in fair condition in the time of Robin Hood. This map will
doubtless be of greater service to American boys than to their
English cousins, for no English boy is ignorant of the where-
abouts of Sherwood and Nottingham.

Finally, I have derived Robin Hood’s character and personality
from the testimony of the old balladists and strolling minstrels
who composed their rimes to be sung to their harps, and who
pictured him as the most humane and princely of outlaws. Robin
Hood and his merry men were not ordinary cutthroats, but a
band of merry fellows without guile, bold and fair in fight,
courteous and kind to women and children, bountiful to the poor
and needy, and striking hard at cruelty and tyranny in a period
when there were few to take the part of the poor and unlettered
man. My Robin Hood will be found a brave, virtuous, and
tactful leader, who wisely tested in personal combat each new
recruit before he was allowed to join the band, and who was loved
and revered by all for his many excellent and amiable qualities.
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ROBIN HOOD—HIS BIRTH AND BOYHOOD

The Earl of Huntingdon, nobly born,
That came of noble blood,

To Marion went, with good intent,
By the name of Robin Hood.

N the reign of King Henry II., there lived
3 on an estate near Locksley Village in Eng-
land, about two miles from the famous old
town of Uttoxeter in the county of Staf-
4 ford and almost on the borders of the Royal
) NXti&e Forest of Needwood, a nobleman named
LA S8 2720 Wk William Fitzooth, Earl of Huntingdon. Earl
William was a valliant warrior, and, a man of honorable fame.
Like so many of the knights and nobles in that troubled age, he
spent most of his time away from home, fighting in the great wars
and petty quarrels that were always afoot in England or France,
in Normandy, Ireland, or Wales. But during the brief intervals
of peace he would return to take his ease in his strong castle, and
at such times it was his chief delight to train and teach his sturdy
young son, Robert.
When the boy was but five years old his father would lift him
up to ride before him upon the great black war-steed through the
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ROBIN HOOD

winding fern-clad paths of Needwood Forest. Next to fighting,
the Eatl loved hunting—whether with hawk or hound, with bow
or boar-spear—and he always took Robert with him when he rode
forth into the forest with his woodsmen and his dogs. Often the
boy would shout with glee when he saw his father pierce with his
spear and pin to earth a savage wild boar which the great dogs
had driven right into their path. Again, gazing down a leafy
glade with his sharp blue eyes, he would see a great hart come
leaping, affrighted by the baying hounds. Then his father, who
had been waiting with tense muscles and steady nerves, would
raise his mighty bow of yew and draw the arrow clear to its head,
the feathers brushing his cheek. The next instant, with a low
hum, the cloth-yard shaft would be loosed, and the stag, smitten
through the shoulder, would rise on its haunches and fall to its
knees in death. Ever and anon Robert would shoot with his
own little bow at the squirrels chattering and playing among
the leafy branches. He was a good marksman even then, and
it gladdened his father’s heart to see him bring down many a
squirrel, martin, or sable.

In those far-off days there was no attending school. The
children of the rich barons were trained from their earliest years
in war-like exercises and in the rules of chivalry. They were
taught to be brave and honorable and courteous, to ride and to
fight. Robert grew apace into a tall youth, well skilled in the use
of arms. Yet he knew little of the great world. He bore him-
self as befitted an earl’s son, with gentleness and yet with au-
thority, but he had been reared almost in the forest, among
yeomen and peasants. Of them he learned many good lessons—
to give and take hard knocks, to be plain and downright in speech,
to value every man at his true worth, to despise a coward and to
love a brave, honest fellow, even if he were of low degree. De-
spite his noble birth he was a yeoman at heart.

Up to his twelfth year he enjoyed a merry, care- free life,
saddened only by his father’s long absences. Boy as he was, he
practised with broadsword and quarter-staff, for in those days
a man who had not learned to defend himself in his youth would

[2]
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ROBIN HOOD

have been in a sorry plight. But of all weapons he loved the
long-bow best. He fashioned his own bows and arrows and used
them constantly, so that ere long none had a steadier hand nor
a truer eye. In knowledge of woodcraft he became the equal of
the old foresters. He had a nimble wit, loved good company
and manly sports. He was always present at the fairs and merry-
making in Locksley and the near-by villages when the sturdy yeo-
men wrestled or fought with quarter-staves for prizes—a ram, a
bull, a real gold ring, or a pipe of wine. But he was never so
happy as when treading the soft, loamy, flower-bedecked sward
of Needwood Forest that stretched for miles and miles, thickly
covered with beech, oak, and chestnut trees.

When Robert was twelve years old news came of his father’s
death. Earl William had joined the army with which King
Henry was invading Ireland. Landing at Waterford, the King
marched toward Dublin to fight a famous native prince named
Strongbow, and at the storming of one of the enemies’ castles
Earl William was struck down headlong from his horse by a
barbed and poisoned arrow which pierced his eye through a
crevice in his helmet. Thus Robert became an orphan, for his
mother had died the previous year.

It was at about this time that Thomas a Becket, Archbishop of
Canterbury, was foully murdered. King Henry had reached the
age of forty, and had four sons living: Henry, in his eighteenth
year; Richard, in his fifteenth; Geoffrey, in his fourteenth; and
John, in his sixth. These were the sons of the good Queen
Eleanor.

Robert wept grievously when he heard that his father was dead,
and for many days he moped and felt bitterly toward the whole
world. But at length he took courage, telling himself that from
now on he must play the man. As time passed, his grief became
less sharp; but there was a budding fear in his heart lest his uncle,
now his guardian, might not prove true to his trust. This fear
proved all too well advised, for his uncle was a reckless spend-
thrift, insomuch that by the time the boy was fifteen his castle
and broad lands, his serfs and cattle, were all forfeited. So

[5]



ROBIN HOOD

Robert’s guardian, to escape the trouble in store for him, wended
his way to the wars, leaving his poor young nephew to follow in
the same path—or perchance to seek an asylum in the forests of
his own and the neighboring counties of Nottingham, Derby, and

York.



II
WHY ROBERT FITZOOTH CHANGED HIS NAME

There are twelve months in all the year,
As I hear many say;

But the merriest month in all the year
Is the merry month of May.

a bright May morn in the year of our Lord
b 1175 a youth strode with a rapid gait along
X the woodland path on the very edge of Need-
wood Forest. Though it was yet early in the
day, the sun was high and warm; the throstle
and blackbird sang; the cuckoo from a high

] &2 tree-top called the double note to his mate,
and all the woods seemed glad. The bright yellow-green buds
were just bursting forth, and the forest sward as far as eye could
reach was a huge carpet of bright azure bluebells that gave a rich
odor to the fresh morning air. The tall, comely lad, straight as a
young birch, was scarce fifteen winters old, yet it needed but a
glance to see that he was a proper youth, stout and bold. He had
the keen, bright eyes of a falcon, full, rounded lips, and a com-
plexion deeply tanned His auburn curls hung down from be-
neath a jaunty cap of buckskin dyed old-gold, on the side of
which, pointing upward, was buckled the middle tail-feather of a
cock pheasant. He wore a deep olive-green jerkin, or coat, and
the hose on his well-formed limbs fitted like’a giove. His tough
[7]
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ROBIN HOOD

yew long-bow hung from his shoulder in such a manner as to be
instantly ready when needed. His beautifully embroidered
quiver, chock-full of cloth-yard arrows, was slung from his
shoulder-belt on the left side. From the red girdle drawn
tightly round his waist hung a sheathed dagger or hunting-knife,
and below it, fastened by straps, was a leathern pouch containing
all his worldly possessions—his mother’s rosary and gold ring, as
well as food for the day, some sliced brawn and wheaten cakes.
He had already gone many miles from Locksley, for he had been up
and on his way before the break of dawn—and now he was nearing
Tutbury town, where he would rest awhile at the old Dog and
Partridge Inn for a bite and a sup with the host, one of his father’s
old retainers. Thus far he had not met a living soul. Following
the river Dove, which joins the Trent below Tutbury, he would
strike the Trent valley, due east for Nottingham town.

Presently he marched up High Street and stepped in through
the little tap-room door of the white-and-black oak-timbered inn.

“Hulloa, whither goest thou, Master Robert, dressed all so gay
and fine?” cried mine host of the Dog and Partridge.

“Knowest not, good Giles,” quoth Robert, “of the shooting-
match to be held on the morrow at Nottingham town? I goto
shoot, with other stout yeomen, for the prize—a silver bugle.”

“Saist thou so?” quoth Giles. ‘“Marry, and it may be thou
shalt win, for thou canst speed an arrow with the best; I know
it well.”

Then the worthy Giles called to his good dame for a hearty
meal of the very best—nothing was too good for their master’s
gallant son. So they brought a leveret pasty, some fried trout,
fresh from the river—a can of ale was too mean and coarse, it
must be a flagon of wine, and that of the finest quality. So
young Robert set to and made a hole in that pie that pleased
the good dame mightily.

““Now, my brave young master,” quoth Giles, “if thou thinkest
to reach Nottingham town by nightfall thou must €’en away.
The path is easy enow to Repton, but poor and boggy at Sawley;
from thence, see to it thou leavest the Trent valley and dost

[8]



ROBIN HOOD

follow the upper woodlands. Then strike through the King’s
forest for the town.”

So Robert parted from the worthy host and hostess of the Dog
and Partridge with a full stomach and great store of good wishes.
He marched down High Street of Tutbury town, looking neither
to the right nor to the left while the townsfolk paused to stare
at him and the maids glanced at him coyly, for they thought
they never yet had seen a youth so fair. As for Robert, he
recked nothing of their looks, for his mind was all set on the
shooting-match at Nottingham. His head buzzed with pleasant
thoughts of the morrow, and his blood coursed briskly through
his veins. Soon he was swinging along the forest path at a five-
mile gait. Yet as he jogged on he was alert, always prepared
at a moment’s notice to defend himself should harm threaten.

He knew full well his skill with the long-bow, for many a time
in friendly trials he had beaten the King’s foresters and the men
of Locksley town. It was his fifteenth birthday on the morrow;
he would surely win a prize, and after that—he pondered, and
said to himself, “Mayhap I shall become one of the King’s
foresters, then an archer of the King’s guard, and so off to the
wars like my father before me.”

Just at that moment he espied through the leafy glade a small
herd of hinds and young fawns led by a broad-antlered hart
passing slowly by beneath the branches of a wide-spreading oak.
Instantly his bow was in place, with an arrow nocked to the
string; but ere he loosed the shaft, he paused, bethinking himself
of what might follow should he kill. He was sorely tempted, for
he wished to make trial of his skill before to-morrow’s test;
yet in a moment he sighed, lowered his arm, and slacked his bow.
He knew the penalty of killing the King’s royal hart; not a soul
that could bend a bow in all merry England but knew it well.
Better by far to be shot and killed outright than to have both
eyes torn from their sockets, and the forefinger and thumb cut
from each hand, then to be led into the forest to bleed and die.
And so, as he strode along, right glad was he that he had with-
held his hand from slaying of the King’s deer.

[9]
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The sun was now at high noon. Since breakfast at the Dog
and Partridge he had covered over twenty miles, and his stomach
began to crave food. He made up his mind to rest awhile at
the first spring or brook that lay in his path. At last he came to
a little sparkling rivulet tumbling down a bank-side, where sat a
swineherd.

“Ho, good fellow,” cried Robert, “what news in these parts?”

“None that I wot of, my master, save that there be a shooting-
match in the town on the morrow, and many, like thee, do
wend their way to it. May our Good Lady grant thee a
prize!”

“Grammercy, good man, so I trust she may.”

Thereupon Robert sat down beside him, and taking from his
pouch the brawn and bread, gave half to the swineherd, who
swallowed it like 2 hungry dog, in big gulps, long before the youth
had finished his share. Then, lying down at full length, Robert
took deep draughts of the cold, clear water, and again started on
his journey.

He had chosen to go afoot rather than on horseback because
he could thus more easily make his way through the tangled mass
of bracken and underbrush in the deep forest. This jaunt of
over twoscore miles taxed his strength not at all, for he was both
strong of limb and light of heart, and now, within half a dozen
miles of Nottingham town, he was almost as fresh as when he
had started. He had just heard the baying of 2 hound, when,
as he came forth from a thick, tangled path to the open, a loud,
angry voice shouted: “Hold! Who goes there that so boldly
marches through the King’s deer forest?”

The lad turned aside and saw a band of foresters seated and
standing around the trunk of a giant oak. There were fifteen
of them. All except the speaker were ranged round an immense
dish of venison pie. Near by stood some barrels of ale. Leather
wine-bottles and drinking-cups of horn lay scattered about on
the mossy soft ground. All were dressed alike from top to toe
in Lincoln green.

“My name is Robert Fitzooth,” quoth Robert, boldly, “and

{10]
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I go to the shooting-match at Nottingham town, where I hope to
win a prize, and then, perchance, become a king’s forester.”

At this answer there arose a loud, boisterous laugh from every
throat.

“What!” cried the chief, “thou a king’s forester! Alack! thou
couldst no more pull that man’s bow hanging at thy back than
could a blind kitten! Why, thou young whippet, our company
needs men who can shoot a shaft from a goodly bow, not a babe
just weaned.”

“Do but look at him, comrades,” said one, holding up a can of
ale. “I trow a babe so young could never draw that string so
much as the shake of a lamb’s tail.”

“I’ll hold the best of you twenty marks,” Robert made answer,
turning red with anger and shame, “that I’ll hit a mark at a
hundred rods.”

“Wilt thou so?” jeered the chief forester. “Lay down thy
money.”’

“Alas! I have no money.”

“O-ho! This young braggart hath no money, yet he layeth a
wager! Come now, my fine bantam cock, what wilt thou wager?”

At this, young Robert went clean beside himself with rage.

“I lay my head against thy purse,” he cried, in a choking voice,
“whatsoe’er it contain, much or little, for there down the glade,
fivescore rods away, I see a herd of deer, and by the leave of
our Lady I will cause a hart to die.”

“Done with you, and there is my purse,” roared the angry
forester; and he threw his purse on the ground among a pile of
bows and quivers.

Now were the herd of deer in full view to all, led by a lordly
hart which, turning, seemed to sniff some danger in the air.
Then Robert took up his great bow, deftly tightened the string,
nocked his shaft, and drew it to his ear.

“Remember, thou boaster, ’tis thy head is wagered,” cried one;
but Robert’s hand trembled not, nor did his eye waver.

Twang! and the broad goose-feathered arrow flew through the
air like a skimming swallow. All the foresters bent forward

fir]



ROBIN HOOD

eagerly, for they saw at once that the lad was no boaster, but as
good an archer as themselves. The entire band were struck
dumb when they beheld the great stag leap in the air, drop to its
knees, and roll over with the arrow clean through its heart.

“The wager is mine,” cried Robert, “were it a thousand
pounds.” Then he stepped forward to reach the purse.

“Hold!” thundered he who had lost the wager, amid the angry
shouts of the foresters. ‘“The wager thou hast won is the loss
of thy two eyes. Thou art an outlaw, for thy arrow smote the
King’s hart royal, and all who do so must die.” Thereupon they
moved forward to encircle the lad, who stood ready with another
shaft nocked to his bow-string.

“Beware!” said he. ‘“He that draws one step nigher shall die
like the hart.”

Thereupon, one of the foresters, who had stealthily crept be-
hind him, leaped upon his back and bore him to the ground with
an arm about his neck.

“Now, by Saint Dunstan!” quoth the chief, “this naughty
fellow hath come in happy time. Our good Sheriff of Nottingham
hath taken it much amiss that we have brought no deer-stealers
to court, though many have been killed from the coverts. He
hath twice hinted that our time is spent in revels and feastings
beneath the greenwood-trees. This likely tale, forsooth, will now
be mended.”

At this all laughed, and Robert’s heart sank, but he lay still,
biding his time. One lazy fellow, whose head was humming with
ale, spake, and said:

“Marry, let us hang him on yon tall tree, and so an end.”

“Nay, by ’r Lady, we owe the Sheriff a prize,” quoth the chief.

“Ay, truly,” said another. “We have need of the Sheriff’s
good-will. If ye will do as I rede you, let us bind him up in the
skin of the royal hart he hath slain and sling him from our shoul-
ders on a stout oak limb.”

“Well said! That we will,” cried they all.

So Robert was tied fast, hand and foot, with bow-strings, and
carried to where the dead hart lay. When they had stripped

[12]
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ROBIN HOOD

away the hot skin with their keen hunting-knives and laid it
flat on the greensward, they rudely threw him upon it and bound
it with thongs over his body, leaving naught uncovered but his
head. Robert’s blood boiled, and he struggled with might and
main to loosen the bonds which cut and pained him ever the
more as he tried to free himself. Anon two strong fellows came,
bearing a stout oak limb on their shoulders, to which the shapeless
bundle was tied with rawhide thongs. Then they set off through
the woodland, pushing their way amid thickets of young trees
and stumbling over rough ground.

Robert was no great burden. Indeed, his body was but a
plaything; yet the chief bade his men carry in turns, so that
every one might have a chance to swing the living bundle from
side to side against the trees as they passed. Always, in changing,
the burden-bearers dropped their charge with a heavy thud to
the ground, thinking to make him curse or groan. Much they
marveled that he made no outcry, and some among the band
whose hearts were softer than the rest felt pity that a brave lad
should be so abused. As for Robert, he set his teeth and prayed
inwardly. How different, thought he, was his present state from
what it had been on that smiling May morn! He, who had
thought to be an archer of the royal guard and to die at need
for country and King, was to be killed without mercy as a felon.
If the King could only know how his dastard foresters had lured
a faithful subject with their taunts to a shameful death, it would
fare ill with these same cruel knaves. He bethought him again
and again of the tottering, sightless old man of his beloved
Locksley town, whose tale of woe he had heard full oft. At last,
what with the cramped and painful position in which he was tied
and the heat of his body sweltering in the hide, his wits began to
reel. His head dropped limp to one side and he knew no more.

“Hulloa!” cried a forester, “we’ve rocked our baby to sleep.
Come, wake up, my young hedgehog.”” Then with rude thumps
they sought to rouse him, but he awoke not.

The band had now left the forest and were treading the soft
green turf of a meadow through which meandered a slow-running
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stream. Just beyond the distant trees rose a church spire of a
village where the foresters would doubtless rest and refresh them-
selves at the White Hart Inn. Drawing nigh the banks of the
stream, the foremost of the two who bore the captive cried, “By
my faith, this is a jolly place for a bath to revive our sleepy young
blade.”

“Thou saist truly,” quoth the other; and with the words they
dipped their burden into the stream. The cool water flowed over
Robert’s face and eyes, and he struggled, gasping, with dire fear
in his heart; for he thought that now they would drown him,
helpless, bound hand and foot, like a cat in a bag. But anon
they lifted him out, and as he lay prone on the bank, scarce know-
ing whether he were alive or dead, he heard the low voice of one
who had before shown some pity both by look and word.

““Nay, man,” said the voice, “there is no need for that. To
wet the burden will but make it the heavier. Let Steve and me
take a turn.”

Ay, truly, Phil, our shoulders need a rest, and thou art young
and lusty.”

So Phil called a companion, who stepped forward from the band;
and Robert’s spirits rose to find some semblance of gentleness
among these men, though truly he feared that this might be but a
trick to torment him further. But his doubts soon fled. As
they moved along toward the village his sharp ear caught whis-
pered words between his carriers.

“I faith,” said one, ‘I am aweary of this life—hard words and
little pay!”

‘““What canst thou do, Phil?”’ the other made answer.

“With thy good help, Steve, we can save and avenge this brave
young lad.”

“Ay, so we might, but to what end?”

“Marry, to be free, to be our own masters and live a merry life
under the greenwood-trees—above all, to save the life of one
who may prove to be the best archer that ever bent bow.”

These low-spoken words were sweetest music to Robert, who
kept silent and waited till the time for action came. They had
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now reached the village, and were within sight of the White Hart
Inn. The men were weary and athirst, and the chief forester,
nothing loath, gave them leave to rest, as they were still some
distance from Nottingham town. In those days the inns and
taverns were built with stables and outbuildings close to and
facing the front entrance, the whole being entirely surrounded by
a high stone wall, except the big oaken gates which led into the
small courtyard. Into this yard the troop of foresters filed, with
the prisoner carried by Phil and Steve in the rear.

““Shall we unbind the lad to stretch his limbs?”’ asked Steve.-

“No, thou scurvy villain,” roared the chief. “None but the
Sheriff shall do the stretching. Lay him in the stable and guard
him well. But hark’ee! We want no dead prisoner for our noble
Sheriff, therefore put in his craw some oaten cake and a swill of
water the while we quench our thirst with wine. Catching deer-
stealers is dry work.”

With that he strode through the little front door along a short
passage into the big public chamber, and the rest followed him.
In this room sat two sturdy fellows drinking ale. Both were
armed, but their clothes showed them to be of the meaner sort
of folk, though one was much the better clad. After giving orders
for the best wine and food the chief turned to them, saying:

“What news, good fellows?”

“We know of none, your honor, save the shooting-match at
Nottingham .town on the morrow. Belike thou, too, goest
thither.” .

““Oh, we have a saucy young rogue of a deer-stealer to be hung
by our pious Sheriff—ay, and the best hand to shoot a shaft we’ve
seen full many a day.”

Then the foresters sat down to feast and sing a jolly lay, but
the two others left the room. As they crossed the yard Phil
accosted them, crying, “Good friend, wilt thou go within and beg
the chief forester for a flagon of wine for the men on guard?”

“Marry, that will I,” one of the strangers made answer, and
straightway hastened to do as he was bid.

“Who is thy charge?” asked the other. Then, looking round,
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he beheld in a corner the young lad trussed up in the skin. At
that moment his companion returned with the wine, whereat
Robert, catching sight of them, cried out of a sudden, “It is Giles
and the swineherd!”

“Alack!”’ cried Giles. “Tell me what thou hast done, beloved
son of my master, that was so happy and free this morn!”

Then Phil and Steve saw their chance and had hope of rescue.
In hurried whispers the four debated.

“Let us haste, good comrades,” said Giles, cutting the bonds
with his sharp dagger. Then Robert got up from the ground
with limbs stiff and sore, yet ready to do and dare any deed for
his freedom. A plan was soon made. Phil and Steve with
young Robert were to run outside the wall and through a little
thatched cottage into a back garden, at the end of which flowed
the stream. This stream, being too deep to ford, they must
swim, pitching across their bows and quivers to keep them dry.
In the forest, but a hundred rods away, they could make a stand
behind the broad trunks of the friendly trees, to cover the escape
of Giles and the swineherd should they be pursued. Meanwhile,
Giles would quietly fasten the inn front door while his com-
panion locked the big oak gates of the yard. Then, taking a
light ladder used to climb the stable loft and placing it against the
wall, Giles would get over and take the ladder with him.

Robert took up his bow and quiver, which the chief had meant
to put in as evidence, along with the hide, before the Sheriff, and
crept softly along the wall, Phil and Steve close behind him. He
had stoutly refused at first to lead the way because of the extra
risk to his friends. With his long-bow they knew he was no mean
foe, but all were in the same plight, and he bent to their desire.
All three were now safely outside the yard gate. The swineherd
softly closed it, turned the big key round in the lock, and, taking
it along, nimbly climbed the ladder. He dropped down lightly
upon the other side and ran to follow the leaders.

In the mean time Giles was in great peril of his life, for he knew
that as soon as he closed the front door the men inside would
stop drinking and carousing. In his hand he held some of the
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rawhide thongs that had bound Robert, with which he meant to
tie fast the round iron handle to the latch. This, he hoped,
would give him time to scale the wall. He now pulled the door
—slowly at first, that the men within might not perceive the
fading light in the passage. It was now half-way; every moment
gave him comfort, for his companions were getting farther and
farther away. He thought of his dead master, whose orphan son
he wished to save, and said to himself:

“I never yet did repent of doing good, nor shall not now.”

Silently and suddenly he closed the door and tied it fast.
Straightway there arose a terrible uproar inside. The door was
tried, kicked, and banged amid cries and oaths. But the stout
rawhide thongs held, and Giles’s foot was on the first rung of the
ladder. He heard the angry chief shout, above the din, “To the
windows, my lads! Shoot the traitors dead!”

Two foresters now crashed through the windows into the court-
yard, and nocked their shafts. The bow-strings twanged, the
arrows flew; but Giles was safe. He saw the top of the ladder
pierced with arrows as it lay outside the high wall, and as he ran
like the wind down the garden path he heard them thundering at
the gate, shut in for the nonce, like ratsin a trap. He knew that
danger threatened him still as he plunged into the stream, swam
across, and began to run along the meadows toward the forest.
He heard a shout, and, turning, saw the swineherd, who could not
swim, vainly searching a fording-place. Whate’er the danger,
Giles was not the man to leave a comrade in distress. He went
back again, crossed the stream, and then started afresh, swimming
with the swineherd on his back. Just as he stretched forth his
hand to the bank he heard the whizz of an arrow close by his
ear; another, shot by the foremost forester, struck with deadly
aim right at the back of the swineherd’s neck, going through at
the throat with such force as to pierce Giles’s shoulder. With a
scream the man tore the arrow from him, and Giles fell forward,
with his companion lying beside him writhing in his last agony.

Recking naught of the danger, Robert sprang forth from the
sheltering trees, and with set teeth, his eyes fixed on the deadly.
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marksman, chose a shaft and nocked it to the string. A dozen
arrows came sailing over the meadows toward him, but they fell
short by full twenty rods. He hesitated, standing there alone,
with the bow half raised. He doubted not the trueness of his
aim nor the strength of his bow, though the distance was great.
Never before in all his happy boyhood had he wished for any
man’s death; yet the cruel treatment he had lately undergone
from the very man who was now his target, hardened, for the
moment, a naturally tender heart and burned to tinder all ves-
tiges of forgiveness. As he thought how shamefully they had dealt
with him, and how this very man had slain one of his friends,
his face flushed with anger. He lifted his bow, drawing the
shaft to its head. For a bare instant he hung at full stretch.
Then with a loud twang the arrow sped. The chief, raising both
arms, howled like a wolf, leaped forward, and fell flat on his face
to the earth, with the arrow right through his heart.

The whole band of foresters were thunderstruck. Helpless to
do aught against the young archer who so easily overshot them,
they turned and fled, leaving their chief in his dying struggles
on the ground. Steve and Phil now came from the forest, where
they had waited, well assured that the lad would outshoot his
pursuers. All three ran to the river-bank to succor Giles and
the swineherd. Giles, who had but a glancing flesh-wound on his
shoulder, had climbed up the bank and lay quite still, deeming that
the foresters would think him dead. Robert then turned to the
swineherd, whose lifeless body lay rigid in a pool of blood that had
run from his throat, his mild blue eyes wide open. The sun had
gone down in a blaze of glorious gold. The sky began to
redden and turned to a cold purple gray. The long evening
twilight had fallen. The moon and stars would soon be their
only lamps.

Robert was sad at heart, and repented him sore of what he had
done. With all his shooting he had never bethought him that
he might as easily kill 2 man as a stag. He knew that men slew
and were slain in fair fight, but the thought that he had taken a
life was very bitter to him. As he watched his companions
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tenderly carry away the limp, lifeless form that but an hour before
had been so strong and lusty he wept and repeated time and again,
“I, too, have killed a man.” What the cruel chief had done, the
crafty wager, the taunts at his skill and his youth, the unfeeling
wish to win the Sheriff’s favor through his torture, finally, the
slaying of one of his generous rescuers—all these seemed now but
poor excuses for his deed. So, though he had killed in hot blood
and in defence of his life, it seemed to him that he would never
again be blithe and care-free.

Sadly and silently they laid the body of the swineherd in the
crevice of a rock and covered it with branches of oak, intending
to return later and bury it. Each one muttered a prayer and
turned away. Then, taking a path that led right into the depths
of the forest, they were soon lost to view in the gathering darkness
of the night.
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ROBIN THE OUTLAW

Come listen to me, you gallants so free,
All you that love mirth for to hear;

And T will tell you of a bold outlaw
Who lived in Nottinghamshire.

outlaw in the forest; but he no longer called
? himself Robert Fitzooth. Men knew him as
% Robin Hood. He was now twenty years old,
2scarce taller than of yore, but, from a slight,
i thin sapling of a youth, he had developed into

4279/ a man broad of shoulder and deepof chest, with
arms and legs of solid brawn and sinew. His hands and face were
now deeply bronzed, and he had a short curly beard and a mus-
tache of auburn red. Truly, he was a young man goodly to look
upon, clad from head to foot in Lincoln green.

We last saw him and his companions cover the dead swineherd
with leaves, and march, sad-hearted, into the deep forest. They
knew full well that they must put many a mile betwixt them and
the foresters, for when the Sheriff learned of what had happened
he would set men and dogs upon their tracks. Then rewards
would be offered to any who should make them captive and bring
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them, alive or dead, to the court of the King. So they hasted
through the forest, going northward, guided by the stars now
faintly gleaming. Anon darkness came upon them, but by good-
fortune they espied before them a charcoal-burner’s hut, where
they lay down and rested for the night. Before sunset of the
next day they had reached Barnesdale Forest in Yorkshire, and
here they dwelt awhile in peace, far away from the Sheriff and
his men.

At this time King Henry had marched to the north with a
great array to quell the Scotch Rebellion, and all four men joined
the ranks as archers. Then, quitting the army, they journeyed
north again to Plompton Forest, in Cumberland, where they bided
for a space. King Henry was greatly troubled by the disobe-
dience of his sons, Earl Henry and Richard, and his mind was ill
at ease after the murder of Becket. That he might in some sort
atone for it he made a pilgrimage to Canterbury, and there
allowed himself to be scourged with a knotted cord by the priests.
He spent a night in a dark crypt, and the next day rode, fasting,
to London, where he fell ill of a fever.

At length Robin and his band became aweary of the cold
northern winters and longed for their old haunts and companions.
So they agreed to go back to the warmer lowlands. They had
many adventures and narrow escapes by the way, but, keeping
together in fair weather and foul, they made their way into
Nottinghamshire and halted on the borders of Sherwood Forest
hard by Newstead Abbey. Choosing a trysting-place surrounded
by boggy land, with one narrow safe path leading from a clump
of hazel bushes, they sallied forth in search of food and drink and
other things of which they had need.

The little band was moving slowly along down a hillside.
Though it was early in the day, yet was it hot and sultry.

““We shall have a storm before sundown,” said one.

“Ay,” quoth Giles, “and a heavy one, too, methinks.”

While they spoke thus Robin said of a sudden: “Listen, com-
rades, there are strangers near by. I hear a lusty voice.”

Standing still, they waited, listening, for they could see naught
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through the maze of leafy trees. Anon they heard a loud voice
close at hand. Robin led the way toward the sound, carefully
treading the soft sward and hiding behind the trees. Soon they
espied a group of foresters seated, with their backs to them,
beneath a chestnut-tree, to which were bound two captives.
They had often wished to add some stout followers to their com-
pany, and here, it seemed, was a chance. But how were they to
free the captives? They agreed to bide until the two men were
cut loose; so, lying down flat on the ground, each kept his eye
fixed upon the scene before them. At last they grew weary.

“Phil,” quoth Robin, “do thou steal round to yon tall elm and
climb among its thick-branching leaves, then cry out, ‘Help!
Murder!” Then moan softly, while I creep along the other way
nigh unto the captives.”

Anon the cry was heard loud and clear in the silent woodland,
and the foresters all started to their feet and ran forward, sore
astonished, not knowing whence the sound came. Robin saw his
chance as they rushed forth. Nimbly he sped toward the cap-
tives’ tree and cut the thongs with his sharp dagger, saying,
“Come quickly to freedom.”

Giles and Stéve, making a wide turn, joined them, and together
they were soon out of the foresters’ sight and hearing, and back to
their chosen meeting-place. All were agreed that Phil was safe
up in his tree. Yet, as the day wore on, their hearts misgave
them. Just as they were planning to return in search of their
comrade the storm burst forth in torrents of rain, with thunder
and lightning. When it had passed they saw Phil come trudging
along the little path over the bogs.

“Marry! Here am I,” quoth Phil.

“Right welcome thou art. Tell us, good comrade, what hath
befallen thee.”

So they sat down in merry humor to listen.

“Well,” began Phil, ““when I had hid me in the tree, I shouted.
Up rose the band, taking up their quarter-staffs and nocking
their shafts as they rushed down. I was well covered, and they
saw me not, but when they had beaten the woods well, yet found
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no sign of a living soul, I heard one say, ‘Tis the foul fiend, and
some one of us must surely die.” ‘Nay,’” quoth another, ‘it was
the cry of a man in sore distress. Then a third cried out, “The
foul fiend is truly about us. See! our prisoners have dropped
into the bowels of the earth.’” Forthwith they scampered back
to find the hole where the fiend had taken the captives, yet they
saw naught but the broken thongs. Then it behooved me to cry
again to draw them away from following in thy tracks. So back
they came to the tree, more bewildered than ever. Oh! how sore
I pined to send a shaft among their addled pates, but that would
end me, quoth I. With that the storm broke, and off they trudged
through the rain to Nottingham town in sorry plight. But I lay
still, snug and dry, till the rain stopped. Then down I came right
gladly from my bower, and straightway came hither. An my
eyes be not crooked and a-squint, ye have stout Tom Lee and
Dick the Draper among you.”

““Ay, here we are safe and sound, thanks to thee and thy friends.
Right glad are we to meet so stout a band,” quoth Dick.

Then said Robin, “It were well that these two lusty fellows, an
it please them, should join with us.”

Thereupon Tom Lee and Dick the Draper looked at each other
and smiled.

“Nay, rather,” quoth Dick, “come ye with me, for to say
sooth we belong to a band of merry outlaws, as stout as ever drew
bow, who dwell under the greenwood-trees in Sherwood Forest.”

““No better life do I crave,” quoth Robin, “than to be an out-
law in the green forest with brave and true men for comrades.”

So they all followed Dick, who guided them through the path-
less forest half a score of miles. Robin thought, as he strode
along, that an outlaw’s life had not been his choice, but it had
been forced upon him, willy-nilly. A price was on his head, and
he must either lose it or follow the life his comrades offered. Such
a life need not be one of rapine and murder. He thereupon made
a vow to do good deeds, so far as lay in his power. And that vow
he kept through many a long year of forest life.

Dick led them deeper and deeper into the forest, and at

[27]



ROBIN HOOD

last they reached a small clearing of softest greensward, in the
midst of which on a little hummock rose the trunk of a giant
oak, hollowed out in the center, so that there was room within
for a dozen stout yeomen to lie hid. In the hollow was a trap-
door on the ground, which led by steps along a passage to the
outlaws’ treasure-store. At the back of the tree was a huge stone
round tower with walls six feet thick—the remains of a Roman
temple. It lacked both doors and windows, so that none might
enter save by the trap. Another passage led from the treasure-
store back to an outlet, in the forest, covered over by thick
bushes.

A group of outlaws sitting and lying in the shade raised a shout
of welcome to see their companions return safely with new friends.
Then Dick and Tom told how they had been rescued from the
foresters and who had done it. Robin Hood’s skill as an archer
was well known to them, and there was none in that country
who thought not the better of him because he had put an end
to the chief forester’s brutal deeds. Dick wound his horn
to draw the whole band together under the tree, and thus ad-
dressed them:

‘‘Brother outlaws, so far we have done well and worked to-
gether without fear or favor in this our happy life. But I say we
need and must have a captain and leader—one that is bold and
the best archer in merry England. Therefore let us straightway
set up a target, and he that shall prove the best marksman with
gray-goose shaft, let him be our chief.”

“Well said!” cried they all; and straightway they set up a
target against a tree a hundred rods away.

“Nay,” quoth Robin Hood, “that target is no test of an
archer’s skill. Let me place a target that is worthy of a stout
bowmian.”

“That is but fair,” cried the yeomen.

So Robin cut a six-foot hazel wand, set it upon the soft earth,
and hung from it a garland of wild roses.

“The archer,” cried Robin, “who sends his cloth-yard shaft
through yon fair garland and touches not flower nor leaf at two
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hundred rods away I call him worthy to be captain of this merry
band.” At that there fell a silence, and none stepped forward
to make the test.

“If none other will shoot at this mark,” quoth Dick the
Draper, “do thou, good Robin, show our comrades what thou
canst do.”

Then Robin stepped forth with his great long-bow, nocked a
shaft, and shot it clear through the garland so that neither leaf
nor flower quivered so much as a hair’s breadth.

“Do it again,” cried Dick, “that it may seem to all no false
shot.”

“Ay!” quoth Robin, “and thrice again shall my arrow speed.”

And thus it was that Robin Hood, amid jocund shouts, became
the captain of the merry band of outlaws in Sherwood Forest.
The fivescore outlaws seated themselves beneath the branches
of the great oak, and Robin spake unto them. ~

“My merry men, all,” quoth he, “as your captain and sworn
leader I pray you to join me in a vow to spoil only our op-
pressors—sheriff or Norman baron, prior or abbot, knight or
squire, any and all who grind and rob the poor. From such only
will we take to help those who are needy, but to helpless women
or children we will do no scathe.”

Up rose the band with one accord and swore to obey and keep
the vow. Then they fell to work to make ready a great feast,
and the next fourteen days were set apart for feasting and merry
sports. With wrestling-matches, bouts at quarter-staff, archery
contests, bowling on the green turf, high jumping, and pole-leap-
ing, the time passed blithely.
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ROBIN HOOD FIGHTS LITTLE JOHN

When Robin Hood was about twenty years old,
With a hey down, down, and a down;

He happened to meet Little John,

A jolly brisk blade, right fit for the trade;
For he was a lusty young man.

W “5T last the great feast and merry sports were .
4 done. Then Robin said to his jolly bowmen:
7 “This day I mean to fare forth to seek ad-
1.} ventures. Mayhap I shall find some tall

;‘@ knight or fat abbot with an overfull purse.”
A : Picking out a few followers, he said to the

grov
bestead I will sound three blasts on my horn, and then ye shall
know that I am in dire need. So come to help me with all
. speed.”

So saying, he wended his way with those he had chosen, to the
outskirts of Sherwood Forest. At last they came to a meadow
hard by a village, through which flowed a stream, little but
deep.

““Bide here, my lads,” quoth Robin, “behind these trees, while
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I go forth to meet yon tall fellow whom I see stalking forth this
way.

So Robin started toward a long, narrow bridge made of a huge,
flattened tree-trunk that spanned the brook. Now it chanced
that both he and the stranger set foot upon the bridge at the same
instant. They eyed each other up and down, and Robin said
to himself, “This tall, lusty blade would be a proper man for
our band, for he stands nigh seven foot high, and hath a mighty
frame.” Then, to test if the fellow’s valor were equal to his
height, bold Robin sturdily stood and said: “Get off the bridge
and give way. Dost thou not see there’s no room for both to
cross?”

“Get off thyself, thou saucy knave, or I’ll baste thy hide with
my staff,”’ the stranger replied.

Then Robin drew from his quiver a long, straight shaft and
fitted it to his bow-string.

“Thou pratest like an ass,” quoth he. “Ere thou couldst
strike me one blow I could send this goose-winged shaft through
thy heart.”

“None but a base coward would shoot at my breast while I
have naught but a staff in my hand to reach thee.”

At this Robin lowered his bow and thrust the shaft back into
the quiver. “I scorn thee,” he said, “as I do the name of a
coward, and to prove that I fear thee not let me lay by my long-
bow and choose a tough staff of ground-oak from yonder thicket.
Then here upon this narrow bridge we will fight, and whosoever
shall be doused in the brook shall own himself beaten.”

The tall stranger replied, “That suits me full well to a dot,
and here will I abide till thou comest.”

Then bold Robin strode off to the thicket, where he cut and
trimmed a trusty, knotted six-foot staff. Sooth to say, the more
he looked upon the stranger the less he relished coming to blows
with him, for he thought he had never seen a sturdier knave.
None the less he stepped upon the bridge and began to flourish
his staff above his head right bravely. With watchful eyes and
careful tread both stepped forward till they met in the middle.
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In a trice Robin gave the stranger a crack on his broad neck
that made his bones ring like stones in a tin can; but he was
as tough as he was big, and he said naught but, “One good turn
deserves another.” With that he whirled his great staff faster
and faster, bringing it down on Robin’s guard with such a rain
of blows that one would think twenty men were at it. Both
played so rapidly and the blows were so deftly struck that neither
one after half an hour’s battle seemed to gain a whit. Robin
tried all his skill in parrying and feinting, but he could do no more
than give the stranger a whack on his ribs and shoulder which
only made him grunt. As he began to grow weary the other
laid on the faster, so that Robin’s jacket smoked with many a
thwack and he felt as if he were on fire.

At last he got a crack on the crown that caused the blood to
flow down his cheek, but he only fought the more fiercely and
pressed on so hard that the stranger slipped and nigh fell over.
But he regained his footing, and with a furious onslaught he
brought his staff down with such tremendous force that he
smashed Robin’s staff into smithers and toppled him with a great
splash full on his back into the brook.

“Prithee, good fellow, where art thou now?” quoth the stranger.

“Good faith, in the flood,” quoth Robin, “and floating along
with the tide.” '

Thereupon he waded the stream and pulled himself up on the
bank by an overhanging branch. He sat him down, wet to
the skin, and laughingly cried, “My brave soul, thou hast won
the bout, and I’ll no longer fight with thee.” So saying, he set his
horn to his lips and blew a loud blast, whereat the stout yeomen
came running forth from behind the trees.

““Oh, what is the matter, good master?”’ they cried. “Thou
art as wet as a drown’d rat.”

“Matter or no matter,” quoth Robin, “yon tall fellow hath in
fighting tumbled me into the brook.”

“Seize him, comrades, for in the brook he shall likewise go
to cool his hot spirit,” said one.

“Nay, nay, forbear,” cried Robin, “he is a stout fellow. They
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shall do thee no harm, my tall friend. These bowmen are my
followers, with three score and nine others, and if thou wilt, my
jolly blade, thou shalt join us and be my good right-hand man.
Three good suits of Lincoln green shalt thou have each year and
a full share in all we take. We’ll teach thee to shoot the fat
fallow deer, and thou shalt eat sweet venison steak whene’er
thou wilt, washed down with foaming ale. What saist thou,
sweet chuck?”’

The stranger replied, ‘“Here is my hand on’t, and with my
whole heart will I serve so bold a leader, for no man living doubt-
eth that I, John Little, can play my part with the best. But on
one condition will I join your band.”

“And what may that be?”’ quoth Robin.

“It is that ye show me an archer who can mend a shot I shall
shoot with stout long-bow and arrow.”

“Well, thou shalt shoot,”” quoth Robin, “and we will mend thy
shot if we may.” So saying, he went and cut a willow wand
about the thickness of a man’s thumb and, peeling off the skin,
set it up before a tree fivescore paces away. “Now,” quoth he,
“do thou choose a bow to thy liking from among all my men,
and let us see thy skill.”

“That will I, blithely,” quoth John. Choosing the stoutest
bow and straightest arrow he could find among a group lying on
the sward, he took most careful aim, pulling the arching bow to
its utmost stretch. The arrow flew, and lodged with its point
right through the wand. ‘A brave shot!” cried the archers all.

“Canst thou mend that, bold outlaw?”’ asked John.

“I cannot mend the shot, but I’ll noch thy shaft in twain.”
So saying, Robin took his bow, put on a new string, and chose a
perfect, straight arrow with gray goose feathers truly tied. Then,
bending the great bow, he let fly the shaft. For a moment the
archers watched, breathless; then, with shouts of glee, they saw
the stranger’s arrow split fairly in twain.

“Enough,” quoth John. ‘“Never before have I seen so true
an eye guide a shaft. Now I know an archer fit to serve.”

All cried out that he had said well, and then in right merry
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mood they started back to their forest home, there to feast and
christen their new comrade. The rest of the outlaw band gave
them a joyful welcome, and soon brought in a brace of fat does
roasted to a nut-brown color, with casks of humming strong ale.
When all were seated ’neath the friendly shade of the great oak,
Robin placed John beside him, and they all feasted to their hearts’
content, with song and merry jest, and oft Robin told the tale
of the great fight on the bridge.

““And now, my jolly companions, let us have the christening,”
quoth he, at last.

So they made big John sit down, and seven archers formed in a
circle round him. Then a bald-headed yeoman offered to act .
the part of priest. He came forth holding up a tankard of ale, and
asked:

“What name shall we call this pretty sweet babe?”

As no one spake, he answered himself.

“This infant,” quoth he, “was called John Little, but that name
we shall change anon. Henceforth, wherever he goes, not John
Little, but Little John shall he be called.”

The liquor was then poured over John’s head, trickling down
his face; and so they baptized him. With shouts of laughter that
made the forest ring, in which Little John merrily joined, the
christening came to an end with sweet song and jocund jest.

Then Robin took Little John to the treasure chamber and gave
him a suit of Lincoln green and a great bow of yew.



gotten so bold and trusty a blade for his com-
rade. He wanted no braver friend to stand
&= beside him in fight, nor merrier heart to play
' and feast withal. As for the rest of the merry
i men, they loved Little John well, and all
et stood in awe of his great strength.  For in the
whole band was none that might withstand him in a bout with
the quarter-staff, nor, saving only Robin, was there such another
archer in all the land. So Little John became Robin’s right-
hand man, and they loved each other like brothers. Such a pair
of bold spirits were equal to a troop, and in sooth the King’s men,
knowing full well the outlaws’ strength and the deadly aim of
their shafts, wisely kept many miles away from their trysting-
place.

Of hiding-places Robin had full many, scattered far and wide,
which his men found as they went back and forth through the
forest. Whenever they chanced upon a fit place, were it cave or
bower, Robin called the band together, and all fell to work with a
will, clearing and building, to make a forest home good for winter
or summer. None molested them, for their name and fame were
[41]
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known throughout the land, and most people thought it best to
keep to the great highway or little lanes between the towns and
villages rather than to journey through the forest with a chance of
being robbed for their pains. Moreover, the country-folk held
Robin in high esteem, for they knew him to be the friend of the
poor.

It happened one day at noontide that Robin called to Little
John and said: ““Our larder is low. We will together seek to re-
plenish it. To Ermine Street we will go, for, peradventure, we
may meet with some fat abbot or mayhap a stout foe. Do thou
get thy trusty staff, and I will don my sword and buckler in case
of need.” So with their good long-bows hanging at their sides
they started off through the forest. Anon they came to a path
which led to a lane that went curving up to a hill, at the top of
which stood the castle walls of a neighboring knight.

Quoth Little John, “Look who cometh down the lane.”

“Marry,” quoth Robin, “a gay spark, indeed! Truly his
raiment is of so hot a color, methinks there is danger he may set
the woods afire.”

The stranger wore a doublet of silk, and hose of bright scarlet;
he carried a long-bow, with a sword and buckler at his side.
Glancing from side to side as he came, he perceived down a
narrow woodland path a herd of deer leisurely pass by. Robin
and Little John watched him as he quickly bent his long-bow and
slew the best of all the herd at forty rods away.

““He shooteth fair enough,” quoth Robin. “Yet by ’r Lady,
I like not these gaudy popinjays. Do thou, good comrade, hide
behind yon thicket while I step forth and speak him fair.”

With that Little John strode away to hide; and Robin marched
up to the stranger, who now stood bending over the great hart
lying dead at his feet.

“Marry,” quoth Robin, “who gave thee leave to kill the deer
in this forest?”

The scarlet stranger turned not aside and answered never a
word. Again Robin spake.

“How now, gay spark, art thou dumb?”
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“And what is that to thee, good fellow? Pass on. I have no
need of thee, and I like not thy clattering tongue. Go thy ways
whence thou camest.”

This answer nettled Robin and stirred his blood, for the fellow
spoke insolently as to one beneath him. ‘“Marry, come up,”
quoth Robin. “It is my wont to take toll of all who come this
way. Therefore thou shalt either give me thy purse or else thou
shalt not pass.”

““And who art thou that dost threat me so boldly?’ sneeringly
asked the stranger.

“I am the King of Sherwood Forest, and all in these parts do
obey me.”

“Nay, good friend, king or no king, I care not for thee or for
aught that thou canst do. Therefore, pass on, unless perchance
thou cravest a buffet of my fists.”

At these words Robin cried, “Were I to blow my horn I have
those who would help me to make thee do whatever I wish.”

“Ah! then,” replied the stranger, “with my good broadsword
would I put to flight a-many such as thee.” With that the gaily
dressed fellow disdainfully turned his back and bent down, feeling
the antler’s prongs. He seemed to think that Robin had gone.

Then, to make a test of this outwardly brave show, Robin drew
his bow, pointing the shaft straight on the stranger’s heart.

“How now, thou villain,” cried the other, “what woulds’t
thou?”

“By Saint Dunstan,” quoth Robin, angrily, “I would take thy
purse, and make thee pay toll for that saucy tongue of thine.”

“Ah, well, as to that, take it and welcome.” Then, making
believe to unlace his pouch, he quickly got his long-bow before
him and stood boldly facing Robin with his shaft pointed to kill.

“Hold! Hold thy hand!” exclaimed Robin. “It were vain for
both to shoot and each to slay the other. I have a mind that one
should be the victor. Let us take our broadsword and bucklers
. and under yon tree try which of us be the better man.”

“As I hope to be saved.” quoth the stranger, “I will not flee
one foot.”
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No sooner were the words spoken than they strode off to a level
sward under the branches of a beech-tree. Both calmly made
ready for battle, each fastening his buckler upon his left arm.
Soon they were wielding their broad blades with a right good
will, and the woods rang with the sound as sword clashed on
shield. As the fight grew hot each perceived in the other a tough
and skilful foe. With a keen eye Robin watched the stranger,
who guarded himself well, warding off many a stout blow that
otherwise would have drawn blood, making his skin the color of
his scarlet doublet. At last Robin gave him a clout which
glanced from his buckler, just missing his ear, and nipping off a
long red plume from his cap. The scarlet stranger grew more
wary. He waited, parried and feinted, then drew back, and of a
sudden leaped forward again. As he leaped he struck, beating
down the buckler, which but partly turned the blow. The sword
cut a long gash across Robin’s skull, making the blood trickle
down from every hair of his head and blinding his eyes so that
he could no longer see to fight.

““God-a-mercy, good fellow,” quoth Robin, “tell me truly who
and what thou art. Fain would I know thy name.”

“My name 1s Will Gamwell,” answered the stranger, “and I
was born and bred in Maxwell town. I seek mine uncle, who
dwelleth in these parts. Some do call him Robin Hood.”

At this, bold Robin jumped from the ground on which he lay,
and cried, “Art thou, indeed, young Will Gamwell, mine own
dear cousin, with whom I played as a boy?”’

“What, art thou Robin Hood? Then I am indeed thine own
sister’s son, and sore I do repent me of the wound I gave thee,
for I knew thee not. But now right glad am I that I have found
thee. And art thou in good sooth the famous Robin Hood? Good
faith, little did I think to hold mine own against so stout a man.
Truly had not fortune favored me, I know right well I should
now be lying stretched upon earth, and not thou.”

“Nay,” quoth Robin, “the blow was fairly struck, and thou
art the stoutest fellow of thy hands that ere I coped withal. As
for the wound, it is but a scratch.”
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Thereupon they embraced and kissed each other on both
cheeks.

Meanwhile Little John had seen his master fall and the stranger
bend over him, but had never dreamed that he was wounded until
he failed to rise. Then, dashing forward, he shouted, “Give me
thy sword, my master. We will see if he can beat me.”

“Nay, nay,” cried Robin, “hold thy hand, Little John, for
this same tall youth is none other than my sister’s son, Will
Gamwell, and he shall be one of our merry band.”

Little John thereupon changed his tone, and turned to greet
the new-found cousin with a hearty handshake and a right good
hug of welcome to his broad chest. For Little John’s heart, like
his body, was big, and the three were soon on the best of terms.
Then and there a love grew up between them which lasted many
a long year. Arm in arm, with the mighty Little John in the
middle, they started off to find a cool spring or rivulet to bathe
Robin’s still bleeding wound. This done and Robin’s pate
bound up with a piece of linen, they strode along a fern-lined
path, with the great dead hart slung from the brawny back of
Little John.

“Come now,” quoth jolly Robin, “tell me, good nephew, how
it befell that thou didst leave thy home and come to seek me, an
outlawed man, in the forest; for methought thou hadst house
and lands enough.”

“That will I, blithely,” quoth young Gamwell. Then he told
how, when his father died and he fell heir to the estate, a dastard
Norman baron whose lands lay anigh his had plotted with his
father’s old steward to slay him that the lands might be his.
So the steward, being bribed with a great sum, gave his
word. On a day young Will was hunting in the forest when
he spied the old rascal with bow bent and shaft pointed at his
breast.

“And so without more ado,” quoth Will, “I got me behind a
tree and shot him where he stood. Then was I made an outlaw
for killing a man, and straightway betook myself to the forest
to seek out my good uncle. For, in faith, they are fain to walk
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in wood who may not walk in town. And now thou knowest
e

Then said Robin: “In happy time thou comest, fair coz, and 1
thank the saints that this day I have escaped with my life from
the stoutest swordsman in England, found a dear nephew, and
gained a brave comrade for my merry men.”

Soon they reached their trysting-place, and much the outlaws
wondered to see bold Robin with a cloth about his head and a
tall stranger in scarlet beside him. But when they knew who
Will Gamwell was and how stoutly he had fought with Robin,
they welcomed him gladly.

“Go now,” said Robin to Will, “I long to see thee dressed as
one of our band; so get thee a change of good Lincoln green in
place of that most fiery raiment, which shall not be forgotten.
Since the law is on thy head and name, that name shall hereafter
be Will Scarlet. And next to Little John here, thou shalt be my
right-hand man.”

Anon Will Scarlet returned dressed all in Lincoln green. All
were hungry, and straightway they spread a great feast on the
soft greensward. Robin sat at the head, with Little John on his
right and his nephew, now Will Scarlet, on his left. The great
haunch of smoking-hot venison was always placed before Little
John to do the carving. Other dishes there were—roast geese,
ducks and swans, grouse, partridges, pastry pies of rabbits, hares,
and squirrels. Then came salmon and trout from the rivers, and
great pikes from the ponds and lakes—some boiled, others
roasted and stuffed. In good sooth, the outlaws had no lack of
meat and drink. The broad forest was their domain, and all its
creatures were theirs for the taking. From time to time great
tubs of wine and barrels of nut-brown ale were brought by pack-
horses to a certain spot, to be carried thence by the outlaws to
their trysting-place. All fared alike, and all were well fed, sum-
mer and winter.

As for Will Scarlet, he was at first amazed, then wondrous glad
to have found a life so goodly and free from care. While the
merry jests went round he, at Robin’s request, told how his life
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had been spent and what troubles he had passed through since
both were boys together. Robin’s thoughts went back to his
old home by Needwood Forest; but he had no real desire to leave
the greenwood, and he knew full well that such a thing might
not be. An outlaw he had been since his fifteenth year, and an
outlaw he must remain till the breath left his body.
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ROBIN HOOD WINS THE GOLDEN ARROW

a fine morning a sennight after the merry
b, feast in honor of Will Scarlet you might have
£ seen a tall fellow dressed in ragged clothes
striding through the forest toward the out-

2 he gave a call like the hoot of an owl. Some
AN €20 of the band heard him, and hooted in turn.
“’T1s the call,” quoth one, “of our worthy spy—the honest
servant of the Sheriff’s house, that hath news to tell of what goes
on in Nottingham town.”

Striding forth from the trees into the open glade came the
ragged spy.

“What news hast thou, Tom o’ Clayton?” asked Robin.

“Brave news, good outlaw,” quoth he, “for his worship the
Sheriff hath hied him to London town with a troop of his re-
tainers all dressed in gay attire and made complaint to King
Henry and Queen Eleanor of the great scathe done his good name
and chattels by one Robin Hood and his outlaw band.”

“And what said the King?”’ asked Robin.

“The King was sore wroth, as I have heard tell. “Why,’ quoth
he, ‘what wouldst thou that I should do? Art thou not sheriff
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for me? The law is in force, therefore do thou execute it as is
thy bounden duty. Get thee gone and sweep the forest clear
of all these thieving rogues, or, by my golden crown, thou art no
sheriff for me.” Then was the Sheriff sorely troubled and crest-
fallen, and he left the court with a fiery-red face amid the laughter
of all the King’s attendants. And now he hath proclaimed a
great shooting-match to be held in fair Nottingham town three
days hence, with a prize of a cunningly wrought arrow with a
golden head and shaft of white silver.”

With that stepped forth a brave yeoman, young David of
Doncaster. “Master,” he said, “be ruled by me, and let us
not stir from the greenwood. This same match is but a
wile of the Shenff’s to entrap thee. The shrewd old rogue
thinks to get us all together in the town and so to take us
unawares.”

Quoth Robin: “Thy words do not please me, for they savor
of cowardice. With bow and staff and good broadsword we may
match the Sheriff and all his base churls. Natheless, good David,
thou saist truly, ’tis a crafty plan—but we will meet guile with
guile. Let us all disguise ourselves and be clad as common
yeomen, tinkers and tanners, beggars and friars. If we scatter
and mix in the crowd none shall know that outlaws be among
them. But let each take care to have a stout coat of chain mail
beneath his jerkin.”

Then up spake brave Little John. ‘“The plan I like full well.
What say ye, my comrades?”’

“With right good will,” cried every one, right lustily.

“Then make ye ready, my merry men all,” quoth Robin Hood.
“I, with tattered scarlet coat and black patch over one eye, will
shoot my best for this same golden arrow, and if I win we shall
keep it in our bower as a trophy.”

So on that bright sunshiny morning early, they made ready
with shouts of laughter, for in such strange guise were they
tricked out that scarce any man could name his neighbor. Some
had dyed their beards, and all doffing their garb of Lincoln green
“had donned raiment that suited them full ill. Truly such a
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gathering of tall, lusty beggars, tinkers, friars, and men of all
trades was ne’er before seen in Sherwood Forest.

The little birds caroled; the titlark and goldfinch, the green
linnet and spotted thrush, sang from every bush and tree as the
merry company started forth from their leafy bower with hearts
all firm and stout, each resolving that, should he fall foul of the
Sheriff’s men, he would clout their pates with right good will.
Anon they left the forest in different places by threes and fours,
that none might get an inkling of their purpose to be present at
the butts. Every street and every little lane was dotted with a
mixed crowd—mostly afoot, though here and there a knight rode
by with his proud dame by his side or a haughty abbot astride
his sleek cob, disdainful of the poorer folk that louted low as he
passed. Many strangers could be seen with their bows slung at
their sides, dust-covered and tired, who were on their way to this
famed trial of skill. So Robin and his band mingled with the
people that journeyed toward Nottingham.

The shooting range—or butts—lay outside the town on a level
field of green turf, flanked on one side by sloping banks, where the
poorer people sat on the grass. On the other side, shaded from
the sun’s rays, were benches and a gallery set apart for the
Sheriff, his wife, and other officers of the town. Here, too, sat
barons and knights with ladies fair, dressed in state and decked
in colors gay. The stands were trimmed in bright draperies,
buntings, ribbons, and flags, and were guarded by men-at-arms
with hauberks and spears. Heralds with trumpets stood ready
to announce the beginning of the sports.

The field was crowded early, long before the great folk arrived,
for you must know it had been noised abroad that the Sheriff
had gathered together a large troop of the King’s foresters, be-
sides his own men, that he might the better take Robin Hood
and his fellow-outlaws. The beautiful and costly prize had
brought many famous archers from neighboring counties. From
Tutbury, Stoke, and Stafford came the well-known Ned o’ Tin-
kersclough, Simon of Hartshill, and Roger o’ Thistlebery—the
latter a brawny blacksmith from Newcastle who had ne’er been
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vanquished. From Derbyshire came two stout archers named
Ralph of Rowsley and Hugh o’ the Moors—both confident to
bear away the prize. So everybody was on tiptoe awaiting what
might betide. Some feared a battle, but many there were among
the poor and lowly who hoped to see the Sheriff’s men soundly
drubbed.

All the outlaws save Robin Hood scattered through the crowd
and none knew them. The Sheriff, when he had taken his seat,
signaled the herald to sound three blasts as a warning to the
archers to be prepared, and then the rules were proclaimed, that
every one might understand them. All was now ready, the silver
horn again sounded three blasts, and the archers began to shoot.
The Sheriff looked anxiously round about, peering from side to
side, first at the archers and then at the crowd.

“Ah,” quoth he, scratching his head, “I see none in Lincoln
green, such as the outlaws are wont to wear. I weened he would
have come, for it is little like Robin Hood to bide at home when
there is fair sport toward. Nay, rather would he risk his head.
Yet perchance he feareth.”

Calling a trumpeter to him, he said, “Dost thou see Robin Hood
among these archers?”

“Nay, truly I see him not, your worship. Those that foot the
line are all well known to me. Moreover, the bold outlaw’s beard
is golden as the setting sun, yet none here hath a beard save the
ragged stranger in scarlet with but one eye—and his beard is
dark brown.”

“He dairst not come, and is a cowardly knave,” murmured the
Sheriff.

Meanwhile, the ragged man in red stood up beside the crowd
of archers without a fear and waited till most of the men had
shot. The four targets surrounding the small one in the center
were well covered and spotted with shafts, yet none had hit the
inner circle. The great throng applauded, for such shooting was
seldom seen. Already a goodly number had dropped out, leaving
but five archers, Roger o’ Thistlebery, Hugh o’ the Moors, two
strangers, and the ragged red one with the black eye. At the
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third round Roger planted his shaft but the breadth of a groat
from the center.

“That shot can ne’er be mended,” roared the Shenff, rising from
his seat. “The man from Stafford wins the prize unless yon
ragged robin redbreast shall outdo him, which is scarce likely
sithen he hath but one eye.”

He of the black eye and red coat never looked toward the
Sheniff.

““A fair shot, Roger,” quoth he. “Hadst thou but allowed for
the slight breeze thy shaft would have pinked the clout.”

Hugh o’ the Moors came next, and he saw the wisdom of what
the stranger had said. So, taking good heed of the wind, he let
go the string with a twang, and his arrow pierced the very center.
Thereat the people shouted and then fell silent of a sudden as the
one-eyed archer took up his great bow and with seeming careless-
ness let fly his shaft. Then, gaping with open mouths and eyes,
they saw Hugh’s arrow fall to the ground split to pieces, and the
stranger’s shaft lodged right in its place.

““Red-coat wins; Red-coat hath the prize,” they cried. Then,
surging forward, they half dragged, half carried the winner in front
of the Sheriff’s stand, where the fair ladies cheered and waved
their ribbons. {

““ And now, brave archer,” quoth the Sheriff, “ here is the prize
thou hast fairly won. Thine eye is true, and bearing bold.
Where dost thou hail from, and what name dost thou go by?”

“‘From Locksley town I come, and Nat the Blinker am I called.”

“Well, Nat, though thou canst only blink with one eye, thou
art the best archer my two eyes have ever seen. Surely thou
needest a better coat. If thou wilt serve me and enter my
company, I will make thee captain, with good pay, enough to eat
and drink, and a chance to capture that knavish thief, Robin
Hood, who loved his hide too well to venture here this day.
Come now, by Saint Hubert, is it a bargain?”

“Nay,” quoth the man in scarlet. “No master will I serve.”

“Then out upon thee, thou saucy fellow! Get thee gone ere
my men whip thee from out the town. Thou art a fool or else
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thou art a knave. I have a mind to put thee in a dungeon cell
to cool thy hot blood, and so would I do but that thou hast pleased
me with thy shooting.”

So the tattered stranger turned away and, mingling with the
crowd, was seen no more.

The sun was setting behind the great oak in the forest glen,
and the balmy evening air was tinged with the savory smell of
roast venison and great steaming game pies that lay on the ground
amid barrels and tankards of foaming nut-brown ale. Sur-
rounding this great feast sat the merry band of outlaws, ready to
begin carving with their sharp daggers, when a tattered stranger
in scarlet appeared, bearing in his hand an object that all might
see. Then a mighty shout was heard that echoed through the
forest:

“Welcome and long life to our dear captain, brave Robin
Hood that won the prize.”

So Robin Hood brought the arrow of silver and gold to Sher-
wood Forest.

The feast was a jolly one. All had merry jests to tell of what
they had done in the strange garb they wore, for they knew
many that knew them not, and in sooth their own fathers would
have passed them by. So with songs and jollity the joyous
feast went on till the stars began to peep; and the outlaws,
like the birds, went to roost before night’s mantle wrapped the
leafy trees in darkness. But before they dispersed Robin said
to Little John:

“T like not the Sheriff’s words, and fain would I have him know
that it was Robin Hood to whom he gave the prize.”

“Ah!” quoth Little John, “that would be sour mash to his crop,
but how to do it passeth my wits. Yet hold, I haveit.” And for
a time he spake earnestly with Robin Hood, who laughed aloud
and clapped him upon the back.

On the morrow, as the Sheriff sat at his meal at the head of a
long table of guests, he spake loud in praise of the shooting. “But
sore grieved am I,” quoth he, “that Robin Hood was not—"
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As that last word came from his lips an arrow came whizzing
through the open window, landing right in the breast of a fat
capon that lay on the table. The Sheriff and his guests started
up in dismay at so strange a sight.

“What means this—a plot or treason?” roared the Shenff.

Then in a calmer tone he bade an attendant get the shaft
and bring it to him. As he took it up he saw a strip of bark
wrapped around it, which he straightway tore off and unwound.
Within was writing, and, with staring eyes, he read:

“It was Robin Hood that bore away the golden arrow.”

Then the Sheriff dropped to his chair in a limp mass, crying:

“The crafty villain hath again covered me with shame and
sorrow! What am I to do? What can I do? It was that black
patch on his evil eye that deceived me. I felt in my bones none
but that saucy knave would beard me so.” Then, bringing down
his fist with a bang upon the table and breaking the arrow to
splinters, he cried, “By the bones of Saint Swithin, I will patch
his other eye—yea, both eyes, that are much too keen for my
peace. When I do catch him I will stretch his neck the length
of a goose.”



VII

““HOR a time after the winning of the golden
] arrow the merry outlaws kept them close in
Sherwood Forest. When the larder was well
# supplied with game the great oak glade was
/ given up to sport. Some would play at bowls,
or at dice; others would have wrestling-
o ; W& matches, bouts at quarter-staff, or mock duels
with sword and buckler. But their favorite and never-ending
delight was shooting with the long-bow—that trusty weapon
which made them so justly famed and feared.

Will Scarlet, being the last to join the band, had many friendly
challenges to stand up against. He knew his own skill, as like-
wise did Robin Hood and Little John, but many others wished
to put him to the test. In all these contests Will acquitted him-
self honorably. One day Little John took a bow-string and hung
up a dead squirrel from a bough at five hundred feet away, and
after taking careful aim, because the wind swayed the mark, he
sped his shaft clean through the squirrel’s body amid resounding
cheers.

“God’s blessing on thy head,” quoth Robin. “Gladly would
I walk a hundred miles to see one that could match thee.”

At that Will Scarlet laughed full heartily.

“That is no such hard matter,” quoth he, “for at Fountains
Abbey there dwells a curtal friar that can beat both him and thee.”
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Then Robin leaped up lightly from the greensward, where he
had been lying stretched at length.

“Now, by ’r Lady,” quoth he, “neither food nor drink will I
touch until I have seen this friar of thine, were he in very truth
a hundred miles away. Therefore make ready to lead us, while
I don my cap of steel, broadsword, and buckler, to meet this
holy archer.”

“It be no hundred miles, good uncle,” quoth Will. “We
shall gain Fountains Abbey ere noon.”

So Little John, Will Scarlet, and Robin strode through the
forest at a quick gait, mile after mile without a stop, till they
came to Needwood Forest, hard by Tutbury, where Friar Tuck
had in days past received Will Scarlet to his broad bosom, learned
to love him, and taught him all his skill with sword and long-
bow and quarter-staff. Fountains Abbey was so called from a
sparkling silver rivulet that danced down the moss-grown, fern-
lined rocks, at the side of which the Friar had built a hermitage
of rocks and boulders carried from a brook close by. Here he
dwelt alone—cool and sheltered in summer, warm and snug in
winter. In such a place a man might fast and pray undisturbed,
or perchance drink good wine and feast upon the dun deer, if
he liked better; for there was none to say him nay. From time
to time a wandering knight on his war-horse, or pious abbot on
an ambling pad, caught a glimpse in passing of the little forest
abode, and would there alight for a drink at the sparkling foun-
tain and a blessing from the Friar. But Friar Tuck held aloof
from all save the few he chose as friends, and among them was
the young curly-headed lad Will Gamwell, whose estates ran
hard by the forest.

When the three outlaws were still some way off they caught
sight of Fountains Abbey, below them, through a slight opening
of the trees.

“There,” quoth Will Scarlet, “thou wilt find the holy man
thou seekest.”

“Well,” said Robin, “do ye two remain here. I fain would
parley with this man alone.”
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“Nay, that we will not,” Little John replied. “Thou art
always over-ready to put thy head in danger without a cause.”

“Truly, as to danger from a holy man I have no fear,” said
Robin, “but I would have my way in this.”

So saying, he strode forward alone, leaving Little John and
Will behind, till a blast from his bugle should call them. He
trudged along till he came to a brook, by the side of which, seated
upon the ground among a bunch of tall ferns, he espied 2 man
with a missal book on his lap and a leather bottle at his lips
in the act of drinking. So long the bottle remained tilted in
air that Robin stole anigh ere the other saw him. Robin stood
still, and the bottle was slowly lowered, displaying a perfectly
round, fat face as red as a cherry, with small, laughing blue eyes
fringed with heavy black eyebrows. The friar’s shaven crown
shone like glass, and it too was fringed with a circlet of curly
black hair. His broad, fat neck was quite bare, and back of it
was a cowl of rough, brown cloth attached to a loose, flowing robe
of the same stuff, covering a powerful and strong-limbed body.
Round his middle was buckled a leathern belt that held some
keys, a string of beads, and a dagger. Beside him on the ground
lay a sword, a buckler, and a steel cap.

“As he slowly took the bottle from his lips he beheld the stout
yeoman standing there, and straightway such a look of amaze-
ment came over his funny red face that Robin burst forth into
a loud, hearty laugh. ‘“Holy man,” quoth he, ‘“methought that
bottle was glued to thy face, so long and lovingly did it cling to
thy cherry lips. If there be aught left within it, the draught
must be right pleasant. I would fain drink thereof, to sweeten
my dry throat withal.”

“Ah! wouldst thou?”’ was the answer. “Then why not test
yon cool, sparkling brook from whence the bottle was filled?”

“Nay, nay, good Friar, thou wouldst make no such pretty
gurghng music with water as I heard from thee but now. What
1s more, gin thy rosy cheeks belie thee not, precious little water
hath passed thy lips this many a day.”
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